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This issue of Komorion International looks different, due in large 
part, to the work of Freddie Baer. She not only redesigned the 
magazine's format, but did the cover graphic. Thanks, Freddie, 
from all of us. Centerfold collage by Phil Lollar, collages on page 
36 and back cover by Voo Doo Chile. 


ABOUT 

THIS 

ISSUE 


Under the bombardment of the Broadcast we find our- 
selves questioning the significance of anything that has 
not appeared on television, the silver screen, the radio, 
the boom-box. Relevance is measured by hov/ much air 
time one gets. Truth is a quantity of transmissions: the 
amount of times something is repeated electronically is 
equivalent to how true it is. 

We find ourselves alone in our darkened rooms, illumi- 
nated only by the flickering, blueish light of the cathode 
ray. We feel small. 

Komotion is one place where, at least for an evening, this 
is all turned upside down. Here, only three things are 
certain: peoplewill be gathering, perfomriancewillbe live 
and it will not be done for money. Expression spans such 
a wild range of improbabilities that, when a year's events 
are considered, it's like the diversity of species in a rain 
forest. Here is an underground world where the sub- 
atomic particles of a disintegrating culture come to light. 
Just as with quantum physics, the position of the viewer 
changes the position of what is viewed and vice versa. 
T ra jectories are fundamentally unpredictable and combi- 
nations inevitably arise that provoke a re-evaluation of 
perspective. Experiencing it convinces us of the reality of 
what is happening, no matter how bizarre. But we are 
constantly challenged to increase our vocabularies and 
deepen our appreciationofothers' thoughts and feelings. 

None of us are free from the lures and traps of the 
dominant culture. We are all affected by its prejudices 
and concepts. We have all suffered the disillusionment 
and alienation it envelops us in every moment of our lives. 
So we are putting out this sound magazine in an effort to 
show that many hove not accepted the Miss America 
criteria of beauty, the White House version of truth or the 
MTV measure of relevance. Hopefully, it will convey a 
sense of the spirit and vitality that is Live and Kicking at 
Komotion. 

— Mat Callahan 
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I REFUSE TO 
PARTICIPATE IN 
INTERVENTIONIST WARS 


U.S. Marine 
Corporal 
Erik Larsen 


On April 21st 1986 i joined the Marine Corps to 
defend the American dream, which first attracted my 
parents to this country in 1 958. 1 emerged from boot 
camp three months later, a fully indoctrinated fighting 
machine willing to go anywhere in the world to 
defend the ideals and freedoms stated in the Consti- 
tution of the United States of America. 


I am now a Lance Corporal in the U.S. Marine Corps 
Reserve and a radar mechanic for the HAWK missile 
system. I am stationed in Hayward, California, at the 
Fourth Ught Anti-Aircraft Missile Battalion, Fourth 
Marine Aircraft Wing. 


I first became aware of the realities of U.S. policies 
through student activists at Chabot Community Col- 
lege in California. They introduced me to alternative 
newspapers and books, and exposed me to the 
writings and speeches of (the late) Archbishop Os- 
car Romero of El Salvador. I learned about a Central 
American history of U.S.-sponsored exploitive poli- 
cies motivated by corporate and personal greed. 
70,000 Salvadorans have been killed over the last 
ten years as a result of U.S. policies. I realized I could 
no longer blindly follow orders from my Commander- 
in-Chief but that my actions were ultimately ac- 
countable to a higher authority — namely god. 
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while standing 
upwind from 
the contami- 
nated area 
which had 
been the site of 
chemical tesHng 
for the last fifty 
years I made a 
vow to my 
buddies. Never 
again will I 
allow myself or 
others to be put 
in a chemical 
environment. 



My deeply rooted moral convictions have led me to 
declare my objection to the escalation of tensions 
and seemingly inevitable war in the Middle East. 

It sickens me to hear Mr. Bush announce that 40,000 
of my fellow reservists and 80,000 of my active duty 
brothers and sisters are going to wage war in the 
Middle East to protect "our American lifestyle." Oil 
imports could be cut in half if a sound energy policy 
focusing on renewable resources and conservation 
was in effect. Our oil consuming Western lifestyle is 
destroying the earth, and it is our wasteful society 
that has brought the world to the brink of a prevent- 
able war. 

Our presence in the Middle East has destroyed any 
hope of any of us ever receiving a peace dividend. 
We are wasting more than $24 million a day in 
Saudi Arabia while the schools are in shambles, 
while the homeless people still walk the streets, and 
while the S&L criminals are still on the loose. 

I've been listening to a lot of experts on television and 
radio and they share my concern that the use of 
chemical and tactical nuclearweapons is a possibil- 
ity in the event war does occur, i have experienced 
firsthand the frightening power of chemical weapons 
and I never want to go through that again. I had two 
buddies who were involved in a chemical incident 
when I was on an exercise at Dugway Proving 
Grounds in Utah. They were rushed to an aid station 
while a decontamination team swept the area. 

While standing upwind from the contaminated area 
which had been the site of chemical testing for the last 
fifty years I made a vow to my buddies. Never again 
will I allow myself or others to be put in a chemical 
environment. 
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I spent three 
long months in 
boot camp to 
learn to view 
other human 
beings as 
targets. It has 
taken me 
almost three 
years to begin 
to see people 
as individuals 
once again. 
And rll be 
damned if Tm 
going to be a 
part of this 
militaristic 


The suggestion that nuclear weapons could be used in 
addition to chemical weapons scares the hell out of me. 
The use of chemical-biological agents and nuclear 
arms is completely unjustified. Eight years ago the 
Reagan-Bush administration encouraged the sale of 
chemical weapons to Saddam Hussein. Bush said 
nothing at the time about human rights when Hussein 
used the weapons on his own people. Bush wants us to 
forget that he turned his eyes when innocent men, 
women and children were being gassed. 

Now he wants the American public to turn our eyes 
and forget about humanity, as he prepares to use me 
and others in the service as fodder for his cannon. I 
spent three long months in boot camp to learn to view 
other human beings as targets. Ithas taken mealmost 
three years to begin to see people as individuals once 
again. And I'll be damned if I'm going to be a part 
of this militaristic feeding frenzy. 

1 will refuse orders to activate me into the regular 
marines. 

I will refuse orders to ship me to Saudi Arabia to 
defend our polluting, exploitive lifestyle. 

I will refuse to face another human being with a gas 
mask covering my face and my M-1 6 dravm. 

I declare myself a conscientious objector. I am no 
longer a marine. 


feeding frenzy. 


The only settlement to this crisis is a complete with- 
drawal of all forces from the area and the start of 
honest negotiations. I hope to God that itwon't take 
a row of body bags to finally wake people up. I hope 
that my statement today and my refusal to support 
this war may in some way help to end U.S. interven- 
tion in the Middle East. 
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Le MIROIR paie n’importe quel prix les documents photographiques relatifs 6 la guerre, 
pr^sentant un interet particulier. 



LES CHIENS DU FRONT. EUX-MEMES, PORTENT DES MASQUES CONTRE LES GAZ 
L usag* des appareils respsratoires s’etend, sur le- front, a tous lej animaux. Nous avons deja montre des 
-mav^ucs. Voici le chien d un soldat qui. lui au.*isi. est protege ef ncacement oontre Irs vapeurs d^leti 



LARRY W. GIDDINGS, 
# 10917-086 


Bom October 6, 1 952, in Rosstol, Ger- 
many, Lorry W. Giddings spenthis early 
years and some teens in Germany, with 
approximately eight years attending 
school and living in Glen Bumie, Mary- 
land, until dropping out of high school. 
His rrxjther is Silesian/German and his 
father is of various European and North 
American extractions. 

Wounded during a shootout and arms 
expropriation, on August 21 , 1 971 (with 
fourothers, in LosAngeles),hewasarrested 
atthe scene. His trial focussed on the need 
for armed struggle against the U.S. gov- 
ernment and judicial system and the libera- 
tion of prisoners. Upon conviction, he r^- 
ceiveda20yearstolife sentence. Mellows 
andhisstalusasa"firshtime-felon," resulted 
in his parole after seven years. Larry spent 
trxxe than a year on parole, working end 
living vrith a multicultural political, food, 
and prison-support collective, that was in- 
volved in progressive work in the San 
Frandsco Boy Area. He then began clan- 
desHne activities. 

On October 14, 1979, Larry was again 

woundedand captured, thisHmeduring the 

liberation of a comrade from a Seattle, 
Washington jail. Convicted of Escape 


(aiding), the shooting of a policeman, bonk 
expropriations (used for funding the activi- 
ties), and conspiracy, he received multiple 
sentences of life in prison and 75 years, all 
consecutive. He has no known parole op- 
portunities. 

Larr/s anti-authoritarian commitment, 
and non-notionalist political analysis, 
has played a key role in police repres- 
sion of himself and friends, their trials, 
and later, his transfer from Walla Walb 
State Prison to the federal prison at- 
Leavenworth, Kansas. Larry and his 
comrade William Etonne were trans- 
ferred in August of 1 982. Dunne has 
spent a majority of his federal time in 
Marion, Illinois and Larry has spent the 
entire time at Leavenworth. 

From 1 983-1988, Larry completed B.A. 
degrees in Sociology and Psychology 
with the University of Kansas. He is 
presently working towards completion 
of the M.A. degree in Sociology, in the 
area of Social Movements. 

In Giddings' view, anti-colonialism and 
anti-imperialism are integral to an anti- 
authoritarian analysis and practice. In 
Larr/s own words: 


Page 6 


/ seek a world where people live without sisted the imperial slavocracy of the U. 5. for 
cultural, racial or national oppression. This decades. Some of these Seminole People 
can only happen in a non-nation-state world, continue to struggle to this day. These "Semi- 

a world without borders. My most inspira- nole Wars," as diey are called, are filled 
tional historical example is that of the Semi- with examples of non-authoritarian strvc- 

nole struggles of the 1 800s, in Northern tures, multicultural developments and au- 
Florida, Oklahoma and finally in Northern tonomy between a number of cultures united 

Mexico and Texas. Indigenous People of in struggle. It is from these roots that I believe 
various nations, Afrikans (both free-born a truly dynamic and successful movement 
and escaped from slavery), "renegade" Eu- fora socially and ecologically sound world 
ropeans, and Maroons (ship-wrecked sail- will arise. A respect for the Indigenous 
ors and rebels from around the world] united People of the world and the environment is 
under the banner of the Seminole and re- a primary step in creating this world. 



Larry W. Giddings and friends at Leavenworlh (Larry is kneeling lower left). 
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BOOK 

REVIEW 


Indian Givers 

Author: 

Jack Weatherford 

published by; 

Fawcett 

/Columbine 


Thanks much for the back sopies of Komotion I. IK s 
great. Read virtually all of the material. Your ar- 
ticles, Mary Uz Thompson, Margot Pepper; i really 
like 'em. 1 read your book reviews and figured you 
might like to know of a few I have run across 
recently. 

Indian Givers is an easy, fast read. Chapters 7 and 
9 deal with issues particularly interesting to us. For 
me, it was nice to see a "popularl/' written book 
addressing things I feel are so crucial. Chapter 7: 
"Uberty, Anarchism and the Noble Savage," sur- 
veys the origin of the term "anarchism" in modem 
social/political theory and its relationship to the 
French Enlightenment. 

Chapter 9: "Redsticks and Revolution," surveys the 
Creek and seminole wars, and the Zapatista move- 
ments, os well as comments taken from Marx and 
Engels in relation to indigenous struggles. Rousseau 
is also critiqued for his lack of giving credit, for much 
of his social theories, to indigenous people. 

In the Bibliography for Chapter 7, is a book titled: 
New Worlds for Old: Reports from the New World 
and their effect on the Develoipment of Social 
Thought In Europe, 1500-1800. The author is 
William Brandon, and iF s published by Ohio Uni- 
versity Press (1 986). I'm sure this is where many of 
the comments that are used in Indian Givers come 
from. There are many more of course, but this one 
should adequately cover the "origin" of the use of 
"anarch/' as a social/political phantasm! 

— Larry W. Giddings 
#10917-086 
P.O. Box 1 000 
Leavenworth, KS 66048 
U.S.A. 
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BOOK 

REVIEW 


Subliminal 
Communication: 
Emperor's Clofhes 
or Panacea? 

Author: 

Eldon Taylor 


This is an interesting new book that provides a 
decent, if short, introduction to a very interesting 
subject. The author gives a brief investigation into 
the known facts concerning subliminal program- 
ming and its applications. Over the course of 131 
pages you'll find Dr. Taylor believes strongly in the 
power of subliminal communication. However, he 
does not advocate so-called "negative program- 
ming" which he sees as misuse. 

while completed before the case was decided, the 
author discusses the Judas Priest court case, as well 
as recent health fraud accusations. He mentions 
dozens of cases where subliminals have helped 
people quit smoking, lose weight, and even regain 
basic self worth. He is disturbed by the use of 
"hidden persuaders" in advertising and has called 
for this type of exploitation to be legislated or 
banned. 


published by: 

Jusf Another 
Reality 

P.OBox 12419, 
Las Vegas, 
Nevada 89112 


Taylor defines subliminal messages delivered with- 
out prior consent as a basic invasion of privacy that 
must be dealt with to protect the public. Perhaps 
some of the stop-gaps in legislating such practices 
come from the fact that big business and our govern- 
ment have worked hand in hand to perfect these 
techniques. Included in the book, aside from Dr. 
Taylor's own personal analysis, are clinical data to 
support his opinions,interviews with legislators and 
a 31 -page bibliography that lists plenty of recom- 
mended reading. The good doctor even describes 
how to prepare your own subliminal program (just 
make it a positive one or "bad karma" will get you). 
Since you are already surrounded by subliminals 
you might as well read up on detection thresholds, 
tachistoscopes, and that old saying, "mommy and I 
are one." 


— spin doctor 


Page 9 


BLACKROAD 

When there's nothing left of America to sell, try a 
piece of blacktop. Just go right out there in the heat 
of the summer and kick off a hunk or two by the side 
ofthe road. Take it back to your doorway, your park 
bench, your abandoned car. It'll give you something 
productive to do while you wait for the rest of your 
life in the two-day-long-line, once a month, every 

monthforthemaybe-it-works-maybe-it-doesn'tanti- 

AIDS vaccine. And if you can't pay for your vaccine 
again this month, you can use a chunk of asphalt to 
help you take the change off the other homeless 
people you used to step over every day. 

You see the beauty of it? It' sversatile. Bustouta piece 
of your car's rearview mirror. Get the light just right 
and it's as good as a microscope. Now just sit down 
and get a good long look at that gritty piece of oily 
shit, that smelly piece of America, that black hunk. 

What you have there is the hottest-selling item in the 
world today. You just need a little imagination. 
You'll want to catalog the things of value in each 
piece. And it is rich, and just by association, you are 
too. Look cbse. You are holding American nostalgia 
right there in your hand. You've got a product and you 
can sell it. 

Go ahead collar any fool. Show him the tiny pieces 
of road kill and hit and run. Little scraps of flesh and 
hair, feathers and blood — every damn thing that 
walks, crawls, swims, or flies on this rancid continent 
is stuck to that tar baby. Minerals? Well, you can 
pick out a bit of rusting natural resource in any piece; 
it's standard. Just follow the wasted trail of any 


romantic redneck who aimed his Coors at the 
"Dangerous Curve" sign ahead. 


Giveyour prospective buyer a taste of the shit-splash 
and piss from the abolitionists and Negroes who 
were out of place, out of time, out of luck and with 
unanswered prayers, hanging right here above this 
very road. There's probably a faint trace of the 
marshmallow sandwich from the happy picnic un- 
der the kicking feet above. 

You can stick a piece next to your pigeon's ear and let 
him hear the tires screeching out of control from 5,000 | 
prom nights. You'll hear the abruptly ending pleas of | 
the cheerleader's last ride. There's Janis, singing about , 
some drifter who decided to squirt and scram instead 
of riding along with some trucker trying to remember 
another song. You can tell that pinched-faced woman 
trying to sell her kids off to rich folks for a good price 
that she's already rich if she's holding a piece marked 
with the treads of the weight of Elvis as he spun the 
Cadillac around for one more peanut-butter-honey- 
and-fried-banana sandwich. 

Now that you've got the woman's attention, close the j 
deal. Remind her of the poor boys who jostled i 
shoulder to shoulder to Fort Fucking This or That, ] 
going to boot camp, getting brainwashed, blistering } 
their knees praying for a chance to kill a Commie for 
Christ. Sink the hook. Mention those forlorn, lonely ^ 
flag-draped coffins hiding the addresses stapled to i 
the boys' big toes, as they wind slowly down these [ 
black roads back to Momma and Poppa. While 
Brother and Sis watch the television wondering if 
Cronkite's box score really matters much anymore. * 

Remind the techy types that pieces of the space 
shuttle passed along these roads, big rigs pulling 
part by part, rutting the asphalt, warning lights I 
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flashing to premature takeoff, while coked-out scien- 
tists perfected the fuel mixture. 

If your mark seems patriotic, you got him in the bag. 
Just mention all the politicians who have been rolling 
down these roads for the past 50 years, checking 
their maps for the next shopping mall, sitting behind 
tinted windows with their trousers and BVDs around 
their ankles deciding which lie has that statesman- 
like ring. All those millions of moronic hopefuls, 
racing for the parking lot, smacking their sugar- 
rushing kids, waiting in the heat like sardines to see 
a little bit of the history your client is holding in his 
filthy hand right now. Roads are huge in American 
politics. Turn to the left, turn to the right. Kennedy got 
his occipital bone slapped on Elm street like a slung 
piece of cantaloupe. You can sell it. 

Entertainment? Lennon answered a cop in the back 
seat as he departed the Dakota for parts unknown, 
while rain-singing tires spun a last verse of "A Day 
in a Life." You can sell this. You have the foresight to 
see the value in this black asphalt, from this long, 
long, black road. A petroleum product. Everything 
America has to offer. How do I know ? I'm glad you 
asked. 

I sow it myself. I sow a clumsy generation of American 
dinosaurs dying right here in the middle of the road. 
Wrinkled knees with ten times the weight of an 
elephant thudded down on pinkish-raw skin. 
Scrapping for one last time on the hot black grit. 

I'd been waiting a long time for it. I knew it was 
coming. I watched as the old giants slowly lifted their 
fevered heads, sow their eyes go wild with helpless 
rage. Mouths opening in senile, incomprehensible 
groans. I could make out their pale faces suspended 
high in the brown skies, eyes like dim search lights. 


cataract-blind and tearful. They wobbled over curs- 
ing useless threats, but they coughed up our own 
young blood. Infecting us. Until we became the same 
dinosaur ourselves, when the echo had time enough 
to turn into our own nostalgia. 

Death shuffled to the East, shuffled to the West, and 
over us again. We countered clockwise in a slow, 
dark, circle of power, throbbing to the black bass 
line of resurrection. We ran blindly on the soft 
shoulder, screeched around our ever presentdreams; 
in a flash, the melted school girl became a white 
shadow negative. 

Clutching our worthless icons, we fought over 
channels, tried to oppress the world, lost our souls 
along the highway, became just a fearful guilty 
hitchiker, screamed each others' names, and jumped 
eagerly into the fire. Ask anyone who was there. 

— Don Bajema 

(Blackroad is included in a collection of my short 
stories and prose poems published by 2-1 3-61 P.O. 
Box 1 91 0 Los Angeles Calif 90078. Itwas written on 
June 1 6, 1 988 and read that night on KUSF radio. 
In addition to the Komotion InternaHonal album 
which includes "Weight," I've got another spoken 
word album out with Henry Rollins, Lydia Lunch, 
Hubert Selby Jr. [Last Exit to Brooklyn] called Our 
Fathers Who Aren't in Heaven. Hope you enjoythis 
piece, and write some of your own — it's great for 
maintaining your temper when you feel like going 
off. — Don Bajema) 
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R£Vief(2: 


Lots of people still can't find it, some don't 
understand it, many leave inspired but 
aren't sure why . . . We must be at 
Konration! Let's see . . . 

Many moons ago Ska Night came and 
Ska Night left; in its wake one audience 
member posed a question perhaps an 
astute reader could answer. She asks, 
"Hew come so many ska fans are these 
big cleancut white guys who look like 
they all played football together in high 
school? Am I just too used to the screwny 
vegetarian anarchist types that I usually 
see at Komotion?" 

The ska show in question did get a little 
out of hand on February 1 0th. The first 
band, Jonny Peabucks and the Swing- 
ing Udders, ended their set with a sing 
along of the theme from the old TV show 
"All in the Family." Remember the lyrics? 
". . . when girlswere girls and men were 
men. . . ." Well, maybe I missed the 
joke, but I didn't feel too comfortable 
standing in the middle of about 50 beer 


swiggin' dudes with close cropped hair 
bellowing along. . . . Next Skankin' 
Pickle who seemed likeafine band, sort 
of exploded in mid-set and took some of 
our microphones with them. 1 heard 
various stories why, one of which was 
they didn't like the complacency of the 
audience. . . . Pretty good reason, but 
why break our mikes? Last was the 
Dancehall Crashers, the cutest, cleanest 
and tightest of the bunch, buta little hard 
to follow after that Pickled passion. 

Speaking of passionate matters, if bro- 
ken hearts are for assholes then love is 
heavy duty shit! Mondo Jim's kooking 
supplied the fuel to blast off the 
Komotion Valentine's Day Party. The 
Terminators of Endearment sang their 
odes to the wounds of amour. Mr.Lucky 
did a stand-up lounge routine thatwas 
right out of the Bongo room in Balti- 
more. Deftly, smoothly gliding from 
ballad into croonsville. Is it time for 
open mike yet? No? Oh well, we wait, 
we drink, we pass out. In the mean- 
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time, John Palme, accompanied by his 
guitar, set us straight on love in the 
Redwoods, love in the suburbs and 
virally-infected computers. A fine 
monologue from Kenneth Crowe, who 
elucidated on an incident in which 
Ben-Gay was appropriated for con- 
traceptive cream in an unfortunate re- 
lationship. Mondo Jim eventually 
passed out whistles and bullroarers to 
the still-standing and then began to 
sing thenighttoa redbiooded heartfelt 
closing. 


Twice this year Komotion has presented 
traditional and contemporary African 
musicas interpreted by Dumisoni "Dumi" 
Moroire who is internationally known 
as one of the first and most recorded 
exponents of the Shona music of Zimba- 
bwe. On February 22nd, the evening 
began with a set of mbira (kalimba or 
"thumb piano") played by Dumi and his 
three kids ages 8-14. They gave a strik- 
ing performance of the roots music that 
underlies the pop styles of people like 
Thomas Mapfumo and the Bhundu Boys. 



(photo; Camilla Veneziano) 
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World Entertainment War 


His second set feahjred high energy 
dance music from Minanzi 111, a seven 
piece all-acoustic kick-butt squad of 
crazies that had everybody sweating 
and sensing that "village community" 
feeling that makes African music so real 
no matter where you are from. 

February 24th brought us three bands 
that we decided for lack of a better term 
were "new and innarresting" lumped 
'em together and let their music do the 
talking. Maria Yatar, a Guamanian 


songstress who has since returned to 
her homeland, sang in both English and 
Chamorro, her native language. In her 
set she used many of the local musicians 
who play on her tapeMakpo (the past). 
A song about the Yangtze River beau- 
tifully ended her set. American English 
have since disbanded, but played a 
great theatric, ska-based set with up- 
beat sax, violin, keyboards, drums, bass, 
guitar and dynamic vocals. Pox Eclipse 
was named after a section in "Beyond 
Thunderdome." With four vocalists up 
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front and lyrical viola and guitar they 
weave an intimatepoeticchambermood 
with instrumental interludes. Singer 
Adriangovea stunning musical reading 
of "The Little Boy Lost" by William Blake. 

On March 3rd Craig Baldwin assembled 
a group of films by an assortment of 
directors, a highlight being Jean 
Kilbourne's Still Killing Us Softly. 
Kilboume's film analyzed the advertis- 
ing industr/ s pervasive hold on the 
public mind. More than a mere reflec- 
tion of the consumer psyche, this $ 1 00 
billion industry exists to sell the very 
values of our society. She explored the 
relationship between consumer-aimed 
propaganda and the patterns of deg- 
radation of women and minorities in 
our "normal" lives. Reknowed talker 
Don Bajema followed with an intense 
spoken performance. Later on. World 
Entertainment War blew the lid off the 
joint with their media-fixated tribal 
astro-politico disco. 

The Ancient Forest Rescue Expedition 

pulled into Komotion on March 14, 
after being held up for their previous 
date. With them was their 7x20, 73 
year-old Douglas fir strapped to a 
truck, it was a gift from some nameless 
trucker . . . Their slide show and pre- 
sentation concentrated on their efforts 
to declare a moratorium on the log- 
ging of ancient forests. In answering 
questions they made it clear that log- 
gers are not the target of their efforts. 
The corporate forces are acting in a 


short-sighted manner, giving little thought 
to the eco-systems involved . Harry Levine 
of Citizens' Band sang some relevant 
songs including the anthem "R.V." 

On March 1 7th, St. Paddy's Daze, we 
weresettowelcomeGreenJello .. .the 
greenest, meanest travelling fiasco we 
could find. Unfortunately their new 
schoolbus full of latex and lasers from 
Los Angeles conked out on 1-5. instead 
a shaken up MDC was persuaded to 



Whack & Dangle (photo; Claude) 
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substitute after nearly being killed only 
hours earlier byapsychoticgunman in 
Los Angeles. They were glad to be 
back at Komotion and swallowed lots 
of lucky lager. Also doing their best to 
please the crowd were the "Green" 
Gels, who seemed wary of the green 
jello and vodka concoctions at the bar. 
Thurston Howl blasted forth for a while 
and then came Comeltoe, while 
maybe not the tightest band in the 
universe, they certainly had the tightest 
pants that night and showed us every- 
thing they were made of 
( . . . er . . . musically, that is). Julie's 
heaving heathen vocals, those fluid 
and funky bass lines, comball song 
structures and big swigs of whiskey. 


We had never seen Crash Worship, but 
in light of the coming Equinox and the 
info in their press packet, we thought it 
a good idea. On March 24 they played, 
sharing the bill with the Enormous En- 
semble. The Ensemble is a trio of female 
singers who perform a delightful mix of 
old English, Gospel and Bulgarian 
sounds and original scxigs. Colorful 
dresses bathed in light, they sang a 
Greek-like ballad called "Life is LJnreal" 
with Diana's oriental clarinet bubbling 
into Jeorgia's modal banjo melody. 

Crash Worship's set started across the 
street in the pounding of drums, skirls of 
bagpipes. Clay-white body paint, na- 
kedness, colored dreads and rags flow- 



Sonyo Hunter ( photo;Claude) 
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Alternative Space Mongers 


ing, stopping some traffic! Metallic in- Plague, and the now-deceased 99. 
exorable drum/synth rhythm emerges, Special Komo-meritpoints to Linda Perry 
multilingual screamchant and trance forher stunning acoustic setthat opened 

movementensue. Hundredsdance, shed the evening on a high note, 
clothes, sweat and pray. Cara said it 

was the best show EVER! ADRV means A Pre Tax-Day Warm-Up Show was 
Adorata de rotora violenta, dude! held on April 1 1th sponsored by the 

Northern California War Tax Resis- 
Our open house on March 28 intro- tance. Some of us found ourselves na- 

duced a new tv program called ively surprised and consequently dis- 

"Mission Beats," celebrating the cul- appointed when less people turned out 
ture and prob-ing the problems of life than expected. If only all factions of the 
inoursometimeswonderful/sometimes peace movement could clearly see the 
violent corner of San Francisco. Live common denominator plaguing each 
music came in the form of Whack and oneofus — "taxation without represen- 
Dangle, a promising quartet with lots tation." One of the strongest forms of 

of singing and guitars. protest and civil disobedience is refusal 

to voluntarily donate money to the war 
The effort to get the Ancient Forest Ini- machine via its collection agency a.k.a 
tiative on the ballot was supported by a theI.R.S. If the middle and lower classes 
benefit on April 7th. While the tables would refuse to subsidize their ovvti 
were stocked with pertinent info, the oppression, who would then pay for it? 
networkers worked up a sweat to the A video entitled "Death and Taxes" 
sounds of the Bedlam Rovers, A Subtle created by the South Eastern Wisconsin 
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Alternative Tax Fund was shewn in the 
lobby and people were on hand to 
promote Tax Resistance, answer ques- 
tions and provide literature. Music for 
the event was provided by Josef 
Brinckman's Conspiracy of Equals and 
Sonya Hunter (Thanks Sonya). 

April also brought Click Dark and 
President's Brea kfost bock to Komotion. 
A mind-bending subversive set from a 
stripped-down bond, with the addition 
of Click's polyester vocal. Samplers, 
saxes and funky grooves jumping out of 
the speakers; David Byrne can't touch 
this! Beats to break your mind was the 
intention of LX Rudis and Brian Cobum's 
opening set, LX's groanvocals meshed 
with the beatbox's incessancy to carve 
out new industrial angst. Very human in 
all that technology! 

The Naked Language Review was a 
dramatic poetry show on April 25, 
featuring Vampire Mike, Whitman 
McGowan, Joie Cook and Kathleen 
Wood. Wild, intense performers work 


together in pieces both solo and collec- 
tive. Highlights; Joie Cook's "Shoplift- 
ing," a scatted ballad about . . . yeah! 
Mike's maniacal comments on our cul- 
ture from Haight to love . . . Whitman's 
classic "Whitefolks were wild once, 
too . . ." Kathleen Wood embodied the 
vulnerable worldview of the Carl's Jr. 
streetlife and love in its ruins! Hoof and 
Horn played a compelling pagan set of 
harmonies and songs of light and labor. 
Jesse Helms luckily wasn't around. The 
art opening featured some fine work by 
Alono Jelinek. 

The Andy Warhol Ritual Hoppening 
located the White Trash Debutantes, 
Richard McGhee and the Soviet band 
Zvuki Mu, who last minute-ed after 
getting cancelled out of some Northwest 
dates. Film-wise we screened Beauty #2 
and Bod Blood for the Vampire. May 5 
the AWRH took off. Self-made celebrity 
Mr. McGhee crooned some ballads to 
tape. Edie Sedgewick cavorted in one 
film, Einsturzende Neubaten in the 
other. The Debutantes sang about Rob 





Lowe; "Bad in Bed." They rocked and 
screamed, setting up Zvuki Mu, who 
hadn't seen this sort of thing in the USSR. 
But they had seen worse! A tight, mini- 
malanddramaticsound,very emotional 
and backed with the pain of gulags and 
hard bread, no doubt. Nichevo, nichevo, 
nichevo! 

Komotion's first Jazz Cafe in a long time 
happened on May 9. DJ plays "Autumn 
Leaves" and Coltrane. Videos of Mingus 
and Monk. Voyage plays, a duo of elec, 
guitar and cello, melodic bright and 
clean. Haven plays, spiritual sax wail, 
crying up from black/red shared un- 
derground of loss and vision. Oud joins 
in the bassline, calypso and reggae 
feels emerge. It's all in tune, man! 

June came in with the Troshed-out 
Teenybopper Show on the 2nd. Dave 
Markey appeared in person to screen 
DesperateTeenage Love Dolls, his story 
of the rise and explosion of a band . . . 
overnitel Good music by Redd Kross 
and Black Flag. Desperation Squad 
rocked the house in the middle of their 
tour from the South. Their frontline was 
blonde people singing whilst others beat 
on pieces of metal. LoveClubatKomotion 
for the first time hit hard and never 
stopped, songs off newalbum Lime Twigs 
and Treachery. A bouncy yet intimate 
mood with monster rhythm section and 
gently warped guitarwrapping around 
Deborah Borcher's voice like serpents 
OD'd on tarantula venom) Ifwasagreat 
night. 



Robin of Snakewalk 


It boogies the body and shakes the mind 
to imagine that Komotion is over three 
years old. June 1 Swasourparty. Acake 
with stuff on it.Tritones,stars of Red Alert, 
played one of their last gigs. A menu of 
poetic ruminations from the dark recesses 
of their expresso/ export universe, where 
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busdriversandbagladiesailethewoves. 
Neti Neti, a sufi/goofy ensemble tells 
tales of parallel galaxies wilfi fiddle and 
foping dance rfiytfims. FatCfiance 
BellyDance overwhelms their two musi- 
cians with flying hips, foreign jewelry 
and ancient gypsy charm . . . conclud- 
ing the evening. Cries of "happy birth- 
day," and the little magnets and toys on 
the cake start levitating around the room 

Summer in thecity made thebacksof our 
collective necks all dirty and gritty, up 
north the Redwood Summer a Iso heated 
up. When Earth First activists Darryl 
Chemey and Judi Bari were nearly killed 
in a mysterious and still unsolved car- 
bomb incident, it brought to immediate 
attention how much is really at stake in 
environmental activism. More than short 
term profits and scenery will be lostto the 
ages . . . lifeisatstakeallacrossourtiny 
planet. In July we continued to help out 
"Redwood Summer" as best as we city 
folk could by hosting two related events. 
On the 7th, we threw a hoe-down which 
was attended by many people either 
enroute to the base camp or back from 
participating in the various Seeds of 
Peace/Earth First sponsored actions. 
Double Helix played first and presented 
a well-balanced combination of instru- 
mental and vocally enhanced originals. 
The use of the synthesizer was human- 
ized by Michael Gill's ability to weave it 
in and out dynamically, changing tim- 
bres to support Collie Thomas's soaring 
vocals. Other performers who dedicated 
time,energy and their own styles of ex- 


cellent musicwere:thehaunting Barbara 
Manning, George Shrub a.k.a Dave 
Lippman, Steve Yerkey rr Z' 
Prophet who wowecf the entire crowd, 
and then those ever loving Wannabe 
Texans closed out the show. 

A few weeks later on the 28th a more 
lew- key open mic affair was held by the 
Anarchist Coffeehouse Collective to raise 
emergency funding for Judi Bari and 
Darryl Chemey. 

Saturday,Juiy21 a South African group 
LAMIA produced a Benefit for the 
Children of Soweto. Their slideshow 
documented life in the townships, show- 
ing the hardships of minimal health 
care, services and education. Lamia is 
getting funding to build educational 
programs. OgieYocha came outfunking 
and reggaefying in their absolute best 
style. A hip jam slowly materialized, a 
drummer shortage filled byPofromO.Y., 
who located a drum kit and played the 
shit out of it, to the delight of various 
jammers like Josef Brinckmon and 
members of Snoke-wolk, the Looters 
and others . . .Atonepointinthemiddle 
of "Armageddon Time," I counted one 
conga player, one bellydance drum- 
mer, two maraca players and six people 
singing! Jonathon E. closed the night 
with his indestructible beats from Soweto 
to Haight St. to Richmond. Good work, 
boyol 

A day or two after Iraq invaded Kuwait, 
oil companies started price-gouging and 


busdrivers and bagladies aile the waves. 
Nefi NeH, a sufi/gcx>fy ensemble tells 
tales of parallel galaxies with fiddle and 
loping dance rhythms. FatChance 
BellyOance overwhelms their two musi- 
cians with flying hips, foreign jewelry 
and ancient gypsy charm . . . conclud- 
ing the evening. Cries of "happy birth- 
day," and the little magnets and toys on 
the cake start levitating around the room 

Summer in thecity made thebacksof our 
collective necks all dirty and gritty, up 
north the Redwood Summer also heated 
up. When Earth First activists Darryl 
Chemey and Judi Bari were nea rly killed 
in a mysterious and still unsolved car- 
bomb incident, it brought to immediate 
attention how much is really at stake in 
environmental activism. More than short 
term profits and scenery will be lost to the 
ages . . . lifeisatstakeallacrossourtiny 
planet. In July we continued to help out 
"Redwood Summer" as best as we city 
folk could by hosting two related events. 
On the 7th, we threw a hoe-down which 
was attended by many people either 
enroute to the base camp or back from 
participating in the various Seeds of 
Peace/Earth First sponsored actions. 
Double Helix played first and presented 
a well-balanced combination of instru- 
mental and vocally enhanced originals. 
The use of the synthesizer was human- 
ized by Michael Gill's ability to weave it 
in and out dynamically, changing tim- 
bres to support CollieThomos's soaring 
vocals. Other performers who dedicated 
time, energy and their own styles of ex- 


cellent music were: the haunting Barbara 
Manning, George Shrub a.Ic.a Dave 
lippman, Steve Yerkey and Chuck 
Prophet who wowed the entire crowd, 
and then those ever loving Wannabe 
Texans closed out the show. 

A few weeks later on the 28th a more 
lew- key open mic affair was held by the 
AnarchistCoffeehouse Collective to raise 
emergency funding for Judi Bari and 
Darryl Chemey. 

Saturday,July21 aSouthAfricangroup 
LAMLA produced a Benefit for the 
Children of Soweto. Their slideshow 
documented life in the townships, show- 
ing the hardships of minimal health 
care, services and education. Lamia is 
getting funding to build educational 
programs. OgieYocha came outfunking 
and reggaefying in their absolute best 
style. A hip jam sicwly materialized, a 
drummer shortage fi lied by Po from O.Y . , 
who located a drum kit and played the 
shif out of it, to the delight of various 
jammers like Josef Brinckmon and 
members of Snake-walk, the Looters 
and others . . .Atone point in the middle 
of "Armageddon Time," I counted one 
conga player, one bellydance drum- 
mer, two maraca players and six people 
singing! Jonathan E. closed the night 
with his indestructible beats from Soweto 
to Haight St. to Richmond. Good work, 
boyoi 

A day or two after Iraq invaded Kuwait, 
oil companies started price-gouging and 
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Bush sent troops to Saudi Arabia, we 
had a party for the release of Native 
Tongue. Yes, these events did seem to 
dampen the proceedings a bit, but not 
enough to stop the Muse! Brief but 
enthusiastic performances were given 
by David Volpendesta, Q.R. Hand, 
Alejandro Murguia and Jack 
Hirschman. These poets all appear on 
Native Tongue, a multi-cultural spoken- 
word cassette that is "passionate, gritty, 
often a protest against injustice, always 
a call for understanding across racial 
barriers." Beautiful cover artwork, tool 

Barely enough time had passed to mop 
the floor before our doors had swung 
open again on August 4th to help out 
Food Not Bombs. This all-too-familiar 
contingent was in the usual crisis state to 
stay alive after just having their serving 
permits revoked by "the city that knows 
how." While people's stomachs enjoyed 
the surplus juice and cuisine provided by 
dedicated FNB coordinators Keith 
McHenry and Tom Osher, the ears could 
feast on a variety of musical treats. Sets 
by The Organ Grinders, X-Tol, A Subtle 
Plague and special percussion maniac 
guest artist from Canada, Tippy A-Go- 
Go kept the ceiling sweating all night. A 
few members of the audience were wise 
enough to pick up the new Food Not 
Bombs Benefit compilation (entitled De- 
vouring Our Roots) that features music 
from a lot of Komotion regulars such as 
The Bedlam Rovers, Wannabe Texans, 
Penelope Houston and others. 



At a Komotion AAeefing (photo: Claude) 


August 1 8th dawned on a show called 
Abeat . . .a whisper . . .a scream . . . 

featuring groups with female perspec- 
tives. Girls of Fuzz serenaded with the 
addition of a harp, adding a celestial 
angle to their shona/camal marimba 
and synthesizer. Monay rapped some 
wise rap and danced like a real flame 
off J.B.'s world. Snakewalk debuted 
some new members and left little doubt 
about who's got the beat these days. 
Great gifts all around, Robin dancing, 
singing soulful emotion/politics and 
dropping in electro-berimbau parts. 
Riddim section works tight with the vo- 
cals! Joe Gore bending double gitar 
parts thru the beat REAL LOUD, but the 
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good kind. Hove you heard these new 
singers? They play percussion, too! 
Kathleen YearwoodandChevalde Guerre 
were in from Canada, and graced us with 
their last night in town. I caught them in 
the middle of a 6/8 folk song with lots of 
drums. Her voice swooped high at the 
end of each syllable, sending shivers 
down me timbers! She can raise wheat 
in barren day, folks! Astounded converts 
boughttheircassette "Dead Branches Make 
ANoise."They headed bocktotheoutskirts 
of Edmonton, Alberta. Great to see such a 
varietyofwornens'nxjsicurideroneroof . . . 
great band, too, Kathleen. Just before 
slipping off, wesawyougettin' downon the 
dancefloor to DJ Steve! 



Caroleen & Greg from the Bedlam Rovers 


Throughout September the walls were 
coated with a massive amalgamation 
of old event posters representing liter- 
ally hundreds of bands and venues of 
the last decade or so. Among the 
featured flyers was work by Joe Sloan 
of Spot 1019, Rob Artscab, Chuck 
Sperry and The Culture industry. A few 
of the Xerox-man ipu lators actua I ly took 
the stage during the opening night 
gala on Aug 29th. Sighted were Dale 
Flattum of the tres' cool Steelpole 
Bathtub Jazz Queertet, relocated N.Y. 
flyer martyr Bob Z, and Max Malice of 
Shnookumz (who also was respon- 
sible for the day-g lo commemorative t- 
shirts heralding the event). Mike Millet 
played a short solo set on guitar and 
the raucous Carmichaels clocked out 
the affair just after midnight. 

On Sept. 5, The Anti-Economy League 
of San Francisco (namely Processed 
Wor/d posse Chris,Med-oand Steven,) 
gave us a video discussion update on 
Eastern Europe. They had just returned 
from East Berlin, Poland and Prague, 
where they spoke with squatters, artists 
and anarchists aboutthe so-called "New 
World Order" and warned them about 
the lures of capitalism. (The Berlin 
Wall . . .The Berlin Mall) It sounded like 
skinhead youth were a serious threat in 
East Berlin, although a well-organized 
underground is flourishing, with collec- 
tivized mini-cities built in abandoned 
buildings that include their own clubs, 
food markets etc. After the discussion, 
an impressive collection of musicians. 
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Derive Woo, improvised on Eastern 
European melodies and rhythms to a 
happy, dancing throng. 

Dubbed the festival of bonds with really 
long names, September 8 began with 
Usa Pally and the Twenty Fingers. 
Use's running commentary between her 
edgy rocking songs included pointing out 
her son dancing naked in the audience 
and references to people's dirty laun- 
dry. Next, Chuck Prophet with 
Stephanie Finch and The Creatures of 
Habit began an intense set with plenty 
of Chuck's great guitar playing, in spite 
of a cold brought on by an obscure 
imported-via-bananaboat South 
American white spider, Stephanie's 
voice held up throughout and provided 
fine harmonies to Chuck's more grizzled 
vocal approach. As most folks around 
here know. Prophet's songs are really 
good in the electric band format, but 
hearing them with stand-up bass, ac- 
cordion, fiddle and his own acoustic 
guitar is in some ways the ideal way 
and a rare pleasure. 

The night was brought to a crunching 
close with a powerhouse set by Josef 
Brinckmon and the Conspiracy of 
Equals. Josef has been playing in a 
variety of configurations over the years 
in a search for the right one to showcase 
his unique blend of musical and lyrical 
ideas. From this band, with fiddle, cello, 
guitar, bass, drums, harmonica and of 
course accordion, a tightly woven and 
well-arranged sound emerged to rock 


the house. The songs are great and 
JosePs voice really communicates now 
that he has a band that can take it over 
the tap. Besides it's truly inspiring to to 
see someone's dedication produce truly 
kick-ass results. 

Chumbowumba from the U.K arrived 
for a brief Boy Area tour and their first 
stop was Komotion. People completely 
unfamiliar and skeptical were floored 
and stayed captivated til the final en- 
core. They provided strong and biting 
social commentary within the lyrics 
without preaching (even when in Nun's 
garb). They are confident, aggresive, 
relevant, funny and even funky provid- 
ing nearly everything you could want 
from a performing musical group. 

Chumbowumba is similar to the Gang 
of Four and the Clash with great actual 
singers of both genders in their ranks. 
Particularly impressive was their ability 
to humorously communicate important 
thoughts with maximum employment of 
a minimum of props and costume 
changes.Whilenotexactlyasecret(some 
panhandling punkers did show up from 
Minneapolis justto see their shows here) 
Chumbowumba left with a lot more 
dedicated fans than had probobly even 
heard of them here when they arrived. 
Before Chumbowumba, Eve Ubertine 
formerly of British anarchist band Crass 
did a set of ethereal vocalizing that 
was laughingly ignored by some and 
ravenously appreciated by others who 
couldn't get enough. The Bedlam Rov- 
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ersdid a rocking set that was obviously 
helped by the enthusiastic crowd . Wh ile 
their personnel has dwindled over time, 
these guys and gals still keep writing 
great songs and getting tighter all the 
time. They have a new release"Frothing 
Green" in the format of your choice, 
check itout. Michael Fra nti was the voice 
of the Beatnigs and is now putting 
together a new endeavor Disposable 
Heroes of the Hiphopcrisy. in the 
meantime he has been appearing with 
seven-string jazz guitarist Charlie 
Hunter. Michael grabbed the crowd's 
attention with some rapped insights and 
scathing indictments of racism,sexism 
and other affronts to humanity. Espe- 
cially moving was his self contained 
"discussion" of his personal conflicts in 
Music and Politics. 

On September 1 9th, while the media 
continuously bombarded the masses 
with stories of Satan Hussein, inside 



In the Hall Checking Out Paintings by 
Mary Long (photos: Jim Johnson) 



Komotion we were under bombard- 
ment of a different sort. Bay Area 
improv sound collage folks lAOCORE 
set up their portable noize toyz and 
started off an evening that redefined 
the word "din." Later Bliss Blood of the 
Houston's Pain Teens revved up the 
volume to share some of her favorite 
Case Histories. Tales of Sado-mas- 
ochistic preppie sex murders and Sa- 
tanic worsh ip were some of the subject 
matter dealt with by this grungy hard- 
edged industro-rock band. Japanese 
"noise musician" Zeni Geva (or K.K. 
NULL as he likes to be billed) then took 
the stage to unleash some sonic fury 
somewhere between Ted Nugent and 
an airplane crash on the decibel scale. 
It may have seemed more like an 
attempt to cause structural damage to 
the building than the guitar solo it 
looked like he was playing. His tor- 
tured facial expressions made a last- 
ing impression and went well with his 
tortured guitar. 
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The Open House for September in- 
cluded performances by two artists fea- 
tured at the opening. Amy Moon per- 
formed a piece called "Snakes" detail- 
ing teenage distresses and insecurities, 
while UzGjelten performed "White Girl." 
Taking on a potentially explosive theme, 
involving a "white trash" woman in a 
black ghetto environment, is daring in 
the ultra politically correct Bay Area. 
Can a white female performer address 
issues of skin color and its gradations 
that divide the black community itself — 
or is Spike Lee the only one allowed? 
Also on the bi II was David Moe, who has 
just published "Beanfnp." His barrage 
of verbal images was accompanied by 
Native American singer/ songwriter Will 
Knapp, who also performed later on at 
the open mike. 

Closing out September was a special 
benefit party to get Eskimo's album 
"Jack" out of the can and onto the street. 
Well, it was a success and a feast for 
their dedicated fans. The band played 
what, they said, was one of their longest 
sets ever, but the audience still wouldn't 
let them leave. People dove headfirst 
into the whacky, world these jazzy molten 
mo-fo's create. A Subtle Plague made 
the most of their off to tour show by 
ripping into an intense, musically ad- 
venturous set. Striking newfemale vocalist 
Anna joined regular yowler Pat on vo- 
cals for a frenzied debut. Last we heard 
they were stuck in Minnesota without a 
transmission, hope everything works out 
kids! Earlier in the evening Pluto proved 


there must be life on other planets with 
their diverse blend of improv fusion 
sounds that cleaned all our ears out. This 
was a greatnight of experimental "horn/' 
music that was satisfying as well as fun. 

On Saturday October 6th while Bill 
GrahamwasbusydirectingTheGather- 
ing Of The Tribes at the massive Shorel ine 
Amphitheater we attempted the some- 
what less sucessful and ominously titled 
Bill Graham Resents: The Shattering of 
The Vibes. A twisted amalgamation of 
four bands that left to their own devices 
would probably not share the same 
room together much less stage or 
equipment. While not exactly the "All- 
Star Spectacular Festival Concert" itwas 
billed as, it did hove its moments. These 
included some thudding dirge rock by 
DUH,and some Motorhead influenced 
volume abuse from Proudflesh. Even 
though technically voted off the bill by an 
impatient audience tired of needless 
waiting, former Seed's vocalist Sunlight 
Sky Saxon was coaxed to the stage and 
attempted towoo the cynical 90'scrowd. 
His back up group Brontosaurus did 
some extended psycho-groovy jams 
while Sky sang to the stage right wall 
almost as if playing a show to another 
dimension in time and space. Finally the 
Seemen from Austin capped the affair 
offwith someTexan-styleweirdness.They 
assembled their various costumes and 
props for somedcwn-home fog machine 
enhanced "multi-media performance 
art." While vocalist Cal strolled the re- 
maining audience with portable ampli- 


Page 29 


fication, an obviously intoxicated jr. art 
critic took a magic marker to a painting 
hung in our gallery. This vicious lack of 
respect culminated an evening that at 
least lived up to its name and truly 
shattered some vibes. We know where 
you stand .... 

The following week brought a Pledge of 
Resistance Fundraiser to the hallcwed 
halls of Komotion. While it probably 
didn't do as well as those $1 000 a plate 
dinners most politicians seem fond of 
these days, it was a worthwhile event. A 
statement by U.S. Marine Corporal Erik 
Larsen was read concerning his public 
renouncement U.S. policy in the mid- 
east and declaration of himself as a 
concientous objector (see his statement 
elsewhere in this issue). Musical resis- 
tance was spread in the form of "Johnny 
Refused" a song Mat and Jimmy Looter 
performed acoustically about the draft 
dodgers' dilemma. CHherentertainment 
included the unique new Afro-American 
acoustic trio Endangered Species and 
singer/songwriter David Grossman. 

Some other recent events involving 
Komotion participation included a Tor- 
pedo Censorship Rally at the Federal 
Building in San Francisco and The First 
Continental Chasky of Self Discovery. 
The Anti-Censorship rallywas sponsored 
by a coalition of writers organizations 
and included many speakers from a 
variety of groups such as Act-Up, Avant 
Garde Society, San Francisco Arts 
Commision, International Indian Treaty 


Council and others. The Chasky (Indian 
word for search party) involved a pro- 
cession of hundreds of people marching 
through the Mission District calling for 
solidarity among native peoples and an 
acknowledgement of indigenous 
peoples' right to exist. Several presenta- 
tions of street theater were made using 
rituals, song, masks, banners, etc.; all 
opposed to oppression of the earth and 
her peoples. This was one of the warm- 
up events in response to the so-called 
"Discovery of The Americas Jubilee." In 
reality since 1 492, there have been five 
centuries of oppression and resistance 
on this continent.Look for more events 
following this theme leading to 1 992's 
"500th anniversary celebration." As we 
go to press we're preparing for World 
War 111, but more on that next time. . . . 
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Warning; The author of the following 
reviews would like to clarify his critical 
mass before you dig into his column of 
bloated opinion. 

The Spin Doctor, as he is kncwn, is not 
a wealthy man . Un like most music critics, 
his overwhelming concerns in life are 
not which blends of Afro-Euro-Acid-A- 
Capella-Folk are currently hip, not how 
many beats per minute the latest post- 
cheezwhizpre-pubescentsensationscan 
turn a drum machine up to, nor whether 
you play yourguitars with mallets made 
from the bones of your ancestors. The 


Spin Doctor, as he is kncwn, is a man 
whose overwhelming concerns in life 
are food and shelter. When he has 
accumulated enough spare change to 
purchase the comrrKxlity called music, 
he craves that rare ingredient . . . satis- 
faction. 

in the same tradition that when you go 
out to eat, you can't afford to shell out 
$1 5 for a plate of wilted parsley and 
lukewarm canned cream corn. You 
expect a meal with flavor you can 
savor and above all . . . satisfaction. 
So when the Dr. was set upon the task 
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to review some recent recordings he 
put this equation to work. He went 
beyond whether these groups can play 
their instruments, whether the/ re so- 
cially relevant, or whether they can 
spell their own names. He sought the 
hardest testany release can pass ... is 
it or ain't it worth beans? For the 
answer to our critic's troubling di- 
lemma, read on . . . 

Sound Bites From the Counter 
Culture-Vorious-Ariontic 

This is a spoken word compilation 
featuring all the likely suspects (Jello 
Biofra, Ftenry Rollins, Hunter S. Thomp- 
son) and put together under the aus- 
pices of the unlikely Atlantic label. 
Dedicated to the late Abbie Hoffman, 
included is an excerpt from one of his 
last speeches (recorded at Kent State). 
Commentaries range from Eugene 
McCarthy warning of the eventual dis- 
integration of the Bill of Rights to Henry 
Rollins praising the power of Black 
Sabbath. Sp/n publisher, BobGuccione 
Jr., rails on the mainstream medias 
ineffectual reporting of AIDS, noting 
that if the press had handled Watergate 
in the same manner "Nixon would still 
be president." Other conspiring ora- 
tors include Tim Leary, Doors biogra- 
pher Danny Sugarmen, and post-punk- 
poet laureate Jim Carroll. It is certainly 
an adventurous collection of people 
and ideas worth listening to if you get 
within earshot. Easily worth its weight 
in huevos rancheros. 


Gumbo Millenium - 24-7 Spyz - 
ReloHvity/ln-Effect 
"Gumbo" is the 2nd Ip by these N.Y- 
based members of Vernon Reid's Black 
Rock Coalition. Previously (and some- 
what inaccurately ) billed as the miss- 
ing link beh//een Living Colour and 
Bad Brains, here the Spyz attempt to 
stake out some new and different turf. 
Amidst the playful jazzy funk and 
thrashy guitar chaos are the shadows 
of tlie influential bands who set the 
precedents for these Kjnes. Even the 
disc's first cut, a quasi-metal overture 
borrows some riffology from fellow 
N.Y.ers Nuclear Assault. The pace 
varies throughout "Gumbo" from funky 
commercial sounding dance beats to 
blurring speed metal. Issues like racism 
and Eastern European affairs are dealt 
with, but often undecipherably in the 
mix. The music seems to find itself in the 
mid-tempo ballad grooves that creep 
up more often than on last year's 
"Harder than You". The whole thing 
seems very uh . . . 90s or something 
and probably rips live on stage, but I 
don't recommend eating your burrito 
to it. 1 Burrito 2 Beers. 

And the Horse They Rode In On - 
Soul Asylum - A&M/Twintone 

The second major label-endorsed of- 
fering from this once rough-around- 
the-edges quartet finds them lightyears 
from their early days as Loud Fast 
Rules. These fortunate sons of the Min- 
neapolis underground soundwave of 
the early eighties have by now studio- 
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streamlined the operation. This latest 
release may not be their best record 
ever but it's certainly their best CD. IT s 
been awhile since the band's last ap- 
pearance in the marketplace with 
"Barstool Blues" on the Neil Young 
tribute "The Bridge." Since then they 
seem to have taken their tongue in chic 
appreciation for classic rock and carved 
out a solid foundation from it. Eschew- 
ing the feedback laden jams and pun ky 
anthems of yesteryear, singer-guitarist 
Dave Pirner holds the sonic demons at 
bay, yet still manages to sound like a 
sweet guy pushed to the edge of his 
sanity. Pimer still growls, squeals and 
whispers out the stories like a man 
possessed with more than a few para- 
doxes in his life. At times he slips in and 
out the groove like a distant white boy 
relative of James Brown on PCP. Sit 
back and soak up the tales ofnightclubs 
and love triangles, dope dealers and 
despair, secret agents and freedom 
fighters and even a few tasty guitar 
solos. Easily worth a super burrito and 
a couple of beers, but knowing what 
these fellas are capable of makes me 
wish the/d heaped on more hot sauce. 

HIstoria de la Musica Rock - Pussy 
Galore - Caroline 

Mildewed drug fiend blues to put you 
to sleep on those nights when sleep is 
out of the question. For Pussy fanatics 
this might deliver the goods, but any- 
body else would have to admit they 
were straining over the porcelain caul- 
dron to squeeze this miserable little 


effort out. Even classic alienated 
scrappy rantings like "Don't Jones Me" 
wallow limply behind their conceptual 
stance. Although the cover art and 
liner notes may warrant the price of 
admission, something should be done 
before they kill more valuable studio 
time. Barely worth a dumpster-dived 
7-1 1 microwave burrito. 

Flophouse - Flophouse - Heyday 

Here's one of those "Long Awaited 
Debut" things that deserves a not so 
long awaited sequel. An album that' s 
full of rich country/folk flavorings that 
showcase the subtle wordsmithing of 
J.C "glad to be unhapp/' Hopkins. 
Flophouse is the full dimensional 
surroundsound counterpart to thetipsy 
lone acoustic troubadour that frequents 
local SF watering holes and cafes. 
These are biting songs of indignation 
and passion molded into "American 
Roots Music" by a list of production 
staff that's longer than a soup kitchen 
line. Long time collaborator Kim 
Osterwalder keeps the engine finetuned 
by providing rolling bass lines and extra 
touches of piano, cello and violin that lift 
listeners over any tough stretches of 
J.Cs backroads musical landscape. I 
give it a regular burrito on a whole 
wheat tortilla, plus a round of cold ones. 

If 6 was 9 - A Tribute to Jimi 
Hendrix - Various - Communion/ 
Sky Clad 

The Communion label's tribute train 
keeps a rolling and this lil' Choo Choo 
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honors the world's most famous per- 
son to drown in their own puke. To do 
justice to the great left handed one is 
no easy task and this record attempts 
by featuring some excellent covers of 
Hendrix material from members of 
Green On Red, XTC, and Camper Van 
Beethoven offshoots, The Monks of 
Doom. Some other memorable contri- 
butions are a dance floor worthy work- 
out of "Purple Haze" by the Shamen 
and a sludgeodelic version of "Who 
Knows" from Bevis Frond, both from 
the U.K. On the "downer "side we also 
get some unnecessary contributions 
from semi-respectable indie bands (that 

1 won't name) who drown in their own 
lack of imagination. 1 burrito, 1 beer, 

2 'ludes. 

The Last Temptation of Reid - Lard - 
Alternative Tentacles 
More of the continuing adventures of 
Jello Biafra in the post punk play- 
ground of the post-industrial disco of 
your desires. Actually this sounds more 
like a band than the last Lard offering 
and way better than the weak Chris- 
tian Lunch ep made with some of the 
same sidemen. Here we have the thick 
pounding grooves of Ministry com- 
bined with the more-syllables-per 
square-inch vocal rantings of Biafra. It 
sounds to me like an instant headache 
for much of the album, but since that 
seems like the desired effect, I'd say 
they did a swell job. My personal 
highlight is a riff that I swore was 
sampled right out of a classic DK's 


song, but Biafra swears it's Al 
Jourgensein's "Holiday in Cambodia 
meets a Davie Allen and The Arrows 
biker soundtrack." Does Lard have 
any nutritional value? Well, I'd say it's 
the aural equivalent to a plate of beef 
tongue with a heaping side order of 
refried beans smothered in lard, plus an 
optional shotof battery acid on the side. 

Emergency Broadcast System - 
Burma Jam ■ GAWA 

A solid nutritional package of edu- 
tainment with a beat from this Rich- 
mond, Virginia sextet. On this debut 
discus they get down in as funky a dub 
stylee as they can muster, occasionally 
putting forth the killoh On-LJ- 
Soundalike grcxDve. The ever present 
boomin' ska/dub rhythms are joined 
by plenty of imaginative extras: con- 
gas, horns, synths, plus male and fe- 
male vcKals with plenty of eco-socio- 
politically concerned lyrics. Surges of 
crushing metallic guitars ping pong 
against a backdrop of otherworldly 
sampling. Hell, they even throw in an 
actual test of the E.B.S. Eat it up like a 
hot tamale as if there's no tamari. 

Ritual de la Habitual - Jane's 
Addiction - Warner Bros. 

Undoubtedly these four L.A rockettes 
had one of the biggest impacts in rock- 
n-roll over the past couple of years. 
This their second studio album finds 
them in the awkward position of living 
up to their own hype. Somehow I get 
the feeling they probably could give a 
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fuck what anyone thinks and at the 
same time these nine songs might suf- 
fer from it. While still performed with 
trademark intensity, they justdon'tquite 
hit me over the head. Of course, the 
magic of "Addiction" is often fleeting, 
but none the less appealing. High 
wizardry occurs during a few mo- 
ments here, notably in"Been Caught 
Stealing" with its irresistible beat. 
However a lotoftime is spent plodding 
aimlessly through 70s rock cliches ala' 
(choke) Rush and company. It sounds 
as if it's been a grueling transition from 
underground darlings to fully staffed 
corporate entity. Underneath his piles 
of reverb, is Perry Farrell just a poor 
man's Robert Plant or possibly even 
Don Dokken? This is still an excellent 
recording, it just lacks the brilliantly 
manic adrenaline rushes I was accus- 
tomed to from this band. It all sounds a 
little confused and lost, but aren't we 
all? I guess it boils down to a refrain 
from the album "My sex and my drugs 
are the only thing that keeps me here." 
if that's your reality you'll probably 
absorb the abandon of "Ritual" quite 
nicely. Uke a plate of black beans with 
orange slices and white bread, diet 
Pepsi on the side. 

Body Automatic - The Static Seekers 
- Axis/Rough Trade 

If these fellas are truly seeking static I 
thought I'd better give them some. 
Sorry Dudes but this is Dopey Dumb 
Disco with capital D's. No matter how 
much bass they manage to squeeze 


into these mixes it still sounds like an 
experimental attempt to sellout. It's 
slightly hard to believe Skip McDonald 
and Doug Whimbish, both masters of 
their craft and members of Tackhead, 
would put their names on this. The 
grooves are loaded with awesome 
squealy guitar work and plenty of 
"deep space bass" but ridiculously 
paced heart attack drum machine 
patterns hold the proceedings to a 
creative crawl. Almost all of the six 
mixes end up sounding like a pre- 
formatted push button assembly line 
exercise in how to mix house muzak. 
Somehow I get the feeling these guys 
could do this in their sleep. While this 
release is miles ahead of what passes 
for dance music these days, it's still just 
dance music, if you want to hove some 
thoughtful substance included while 
you shake your booty check out Skip's 
production work on "Survive" by White 
Boy Worry (on the same label) or stuff 
by Tackhead themselves. This morsel 
is loaded with artificial ingredients 
and lacks authentic flavors kind of like 
dining at Taco Bell instead of going 
across the street to get real cuisine. 


— spin doctor 
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DEMON 

LAND 


You're standin' here, ain't ya 
in this teeming marketplace 
You're known by no name 
but the Other 

See no signs, do ya? 

No symbols speakin' to ya 
Don't even know our own mother 

Nobod/s blameless 
But everybody's casting stones 
A body that is drown and quartered 
Can never again be one 

Everywhere the/ re selling secrets 
But can the mysteries by sold? 

And a truth that laughs at all of this 
might even save your mortal soul 

You wander the Demon Land 
The Demon Land wanders you 
You wander the Demon Land 
The Demon Land wanders you 

You dream in other languages 
from a far away star 
In the one they speak 
You've learned to trust nobody 

Everything created 
by the works of fallen man 
tells a lie in pages 
torn and bloody 


Every place there is no place 
for a member of your race 
No one knows what human beings 
look like 

All approaches to the gate 

Subdivide and separate 

'til you're left out here screamin' 

"To hell with all of this!" 

You wander the Demon Land 
The Demon Land wanders you 
You wander the Demon Land 
The Demon Land wanders you 

Long the tunnels, time and mountain 
Knowing books hid in the vaults 
Guarded not by Knights or archers 
Guarded only by your fear 

Down millenia they all gather 
Dancing in the written word 
Twisting sinews of creation 
Always distant always near 

You wander the Demon Land 
The Demon Land wanders you 

— LOOTERS 1 990 
© Audio Graffiti 
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ARTIST INFO 


We hope you 
enjoy this tope 
half os much os 
we did 
experiencing the 
performances 
and compiling 
the material. 
Currently we are 
already involved 
in production 
work for the next 
"Live and Kicking 
Sound 
Magazine" 
installment, as 
well as the 2nd 
Komotion 


ENORMOUS ENSEMBLE - are actually just three 
women who perform a variety of a capella vocal 
arrangements sometimes utilizing other instruments 
in their repetoire. They perform originals (as on this 
cut) and adaptations of traditional folk musics from 
around the globe. Previous projects the individual 
members have been involved with include starting 
the band Frightwig and work with the Elbows 
Akimbo performance group. 

ROBERT HAVEN - is a jazz saxophonist who dedi- 
cates a lotof his time to helping St. John's/ One Mind 
Temple in San Francisco, an orthodox church that 
regards the late John Coltrane as a patron saint. 
Haven is joined this recording by saxophonist Jon 
Raskin of the Rova Saxophone Quartet, and the 
piece is dedicated to Ornette Coleman. 

KEITH HENNESSY - Aside from being a member of 
Contraband (the SF Bay Areas' acclaimed "rowd/' 
dance and performance troupe) he is also teacher, 
trickster and full fledged revolutionary dude. The 
complete text of this piece is available as part of 
Abundant Fuck, a recently published book featuring 
Stephan O'Dwyer, Anne Rosencranz, and Keith, 
available by mail from Abundant Fuck, 830 Treat 
Street, San Francisco, CA 941 1 0. 


International L.P JANOR HYPERCLEETS - Not just any religious fa- 

• . naticfromtheChurchoftheSubgenius,JanorisLittle 

prO|eCT. feared and revered ranter. When 

he preaches the gospel of Bob you best just stand 
back from the speakers. 
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LCXDTERS - High Wind is a previously unreleased gem 
recorded in January of '90 at one of those shows that 
makes our ceiling sweat. The Looters have three 
releases available through three seperate labels (Al- 
ternative Tentacles, Island, Raizer X). Their latest LP 
Jericho Down was recorded entirely at Komotion and 
will be avaibbb in February 1 991 from Monster AAjsic. 

MARKAHUASI - is a five-member folkloric music 
grcxjp — four members are from Peru and one is 
from El Salvador. They play a variety of instruments 
including, but hardly limited to charangas, kevas, 
and guitars. This particular is jHay Casero! and is 
dedicated to people's struggles around the world. 

DUMISANl MARARAIRE and FRIENDS - Dumi (as 
he is known) passes the traditional Mbira music of 
the Shona peoples of Zimbabwe on down to those 
who are interested in tribal music. His students 
include his own children (whom he hopes will carry 
on his work) and the hundreds of people he has 
touched with his teachings and performances. This 
piece was recorded shortly before his return to 
Zimbabwe for an indefinate stay. 

MOM - A Rok-n-Roll combo only a mutha could love 
isfeatured ina recording from theirfirst live show on 
7-22-89. A sonic collision involving past and au 
currant members of the Bedlam Rovers and Bomb, 
folks around here are still picking up the pieces 
emotionally, financially and physically. 

MERCEDES MOLINA and SANGRE BRAVA - are 
known for their lively and soulful performances of 
traditional Spanish Flamenco music and dancing. 
On this piece "Lerias Al Golte" Mercedes is accom- 
panied by David Brewer and Eric Jarmie on guitars 
as well as additional dancers Manolo, La Urena and 
Ernesto Hernandez. 


Stay in touch 
and be sure to 
receive 

information on 
these and other 
upcoming 
projects. 
Elsewhere in this 
issue there is 
information 
concerning 
membership and 
subscriber rates. 
If you will be 
visiting San 
Francisco contact 
us in advance 
about upcoming 
events or the 
possibility of 
arranging 
performances or 
studio time. 
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We are an all- 
volunteer non- 
profit cooperative 
organization and 
are funded 
independently 
through member 
support. Many 
thanks are due to 
all the artists and 
individuals who 
made this 
experiment and 
other projects 
possible. 


MUSKRATS - These amiable show-biz veterans 
have been scorching stages from Omaha to Santa 
Cruz longer than a mole has feathers. Check out 
their releases on the Subterranean label and just 
plain enjoy the groovy vibes that Tom, Jay, Klaus 
and Professor Rock shared with us on 5-20-89. 

PRIMUS - is three guys; Larry, Les and Herb. The/ re 
swell. Although this song isavailableon both Frizzle 
Fry and Suck On This (their previous releases on 
Caroline) we chose it anyway. Not only does it 
sound os crispy as ever, but for the careful listener, 
it has the added distinction of Les fucking it up. 

PAMELA Z - is a San Francisco based performer who 
generally works solo with voice and digital delays. She 
has a cassette on the Zed label entitled Echo Location. 
This is a live version of the title cut originally composed 
forGretchen Phillips' "Dancers Working." She can 
be contacted directly by writing to Z music, 1 1 81 
Valencia St., San Francisco, CA 941 1 0. 

ZVUKI MU - is a five- member band from Moscow 
( U.S.S.R ) whose name means "the sound of moo" 
when translated. They have a self-titled release 
available on Brian Eno's Opal label. When in San 
Francisco last May, local music critic Joel Selvin 
asked lead singer Peter Mamonov whether his lyrics 
and music were political. Mamonov retorted " Do 
you thinkof politics when making love to a woman?". 
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KOMOTION 

KATALOG 


KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL (the album) 

Acollecticxi of music and spoken word performances 
from some of the SF Bay Area's best! Diverse and 
provocative work by Alejandro Murguia, World 
Entertainment War, Po Go Bo, Penelope Houston, 
Peter Plate, Ogie Yocha, Snakewalk, Yeastie Giriz, 
Sister Double Happiness, Don Bajema, Beafnigs and 
Looters. $7.00 LP or Cassette + $2.00 shipping 

KOMOTION ANTHOLOGY 

The complete set of newsletters (the precursor of this 
magazine) from March 1987 to May 1988. Also 
featuringartbyCeleste Connor, Winston Smith and Tim 
Wicks, including color xerox. This book is 90 pages, 
printed in a limited edition. $10.00 + $2.00 shipping 

KOMOTION Issue #2 

Number 1 is sold out. A few number 2's are still 
available. Articles on the theme of culture and com- 
merce, "fine art" and funk, "Hip" Pop and Power as 
well as poetry, record reviews and much, much more. 
$2.00 + $1 .00 shipping 

KOMOTION Issue #3 

Disinformation in the Information Age: topics include 
manipulation of public opinion through film and 
photography, theGenome Project(to completely identify 
human DNA,) plus the French Revolution — 200 years 
later, poetry, stories, artwork by Richard Olsen and 
others, and the ever popular "Newz and Reviewz." 
$2.00 + $1 .00 shipping 
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KOMOTION Issue #4 

The End of History: Extraordinary George Clinton 
interview, poetry from Claude Palmer and Adam 
Cordford, art by Chuck Sperry and Winston Smith, 
"Newz and Reviewz," Record Rants, stories, and 
mucho more. $2.00 + $1 .00 shipping 

ABUNDANT FUCK 

A new book featuring exploratory sexual and political 
performance texts from Keith Hennessy, Stephen 
O'Dwyer, and Anne Rosencranze. $6.00 + $1 .00 
shipping. 

DEVOURING NOT BOMBS 

A compilation featuring bands from Son Francisco's 
new folk scene: Bedlam Rovers, Penelope Houston, 
longshoremen. Wannabe Texans, Muskrats, and 
Terminators of Endearment. Proceeds go to benefit the 
Food, Not Bombs organization. $7.00 Ip, $1 0.00 cd 
+ $2.00 shipping. 

FLASHPOINT -The Video! 

Directed by Mary Uz Thomson, this is a full-length 
visualization of the world atflashpointwith the Looters' 
IP as the soundtrack. Colliding images and interviews 
with the band and others makes for must viewing. 
$1 5.00 + $2.00 shipping 

NATIVE TONGUE 

A spoken word journey with the voices of Alejandro 
Murguia, Al Robles, David Volpendesta, Ana Castio, 
Xam Cartier, Q.R. Hand, Jack Hirschman, and Janice 
Mirikitani. Recorded at Komotion and embellished 
with full color graphics by Sal Garcia. $7.00 cassette 
-I- $2.00 shipping. 


SF FLYER ART SHOW T-SHIRTS 

Two-color day-glo commemorative print featuring 
the artwork of notorious graphic-graphic artist Max 
Malice. Very limited and unlike anything in Senator 
Jesse Helm's wardrobe. $9.00 + $2.00 shipping. 

SIDES - Looters EP 

Limited pressing from Raizer X Records including 
title cut in both short form and extended dance mix. 
Wrong Beach, Follow Me and Flag For Sunrise. 
$7.00 record or cassette + $2.00 shipping 

YOUR SILENCE WILL NOT PROTECT YOU 

90 minutes of innovative work by Black and North 
American Indian poets and performers — the 
Beatnigs, Benjamin Zepeniah, Jeannette Armstrong, 
Lee Maracle, Chuck D, Kateri Damm, Celeste Connor, 
Macka B, and many others. $7.00 Cassette + $2.00 
shipping 

FROM THE GALLERY 

Should anyone wish to purchase any of the art 
shown at Komotion contact us and we'll put you in 
touch with the artist or artists. 

To order, send checks or money orders made out to 
Komotion International to: 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 

P.O. BOX 41 0502 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94 1 4 1 -0502 



MEMBERSHIP 

INFORMATION 


Komotion is an artists' collective, an alternative, an 
experiment . . . runbyali-volunteerlabor. Wetryto 
create an environment that inspires and informs. 
Besides being the home of some 40 musicians who 
rehearse and record here, we have evening events 
that are adventurous and bring forward special 
talent. We have presented music of all kinds as well 
as poetry, performance art, films, video, dance, an 
art gallery, and hosted many benefits. A core of 
writers works on our often controversial magazine 
which provides a forum for debate around cultural 
and political issues. We have also released a com- 
pilation album, Komotion International. 

How We Operate. Komotion doesn't pay the per- 
formers, except to cover their expenses. The door 
charge, drinks, etc., are so low that we can only 
cover the rent and basic expenses from the parties. 
Even without pay, however, many new acts and 
established artists have chosen to perform here. The 
actual scheduling of events, editing of the magazine, 
etc., is done by committee in a kind of anarchistic 
fashion. We find things to be livelierwith as few rules 
and policies as possible. 

MEMBERSHIP. Komotion has a current member- 
ships of about 300 locally and another 100 or so 
internationally. At this point, our events are not 
"membership onl/' but becoming a member is an 
expression of support for a center of this kind. On 
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our tenuous budget, we need your support to con- 
tinue. Becoming a member means contributing money 
or something needed for the Klub's operation. 

$10 Membership. Includes a subscription to the 
Komotion sound magazine and schedules of monthly 
events are mailed to you. The cassette portion of the 
Komotion sound magazine is available to member 
for $3.00 at the club. Your Komotion card gets you 
a discount to all shows (some benefits excluded). The 
card is good for one year. 

$50 Membership. Includes the above, plus free ad- 
mission to all events for you for a year. Primarily, it 
is for people who want to (and are able to) more fully 
support our efforts. This makes you a "sustaining" 
member. 

$15 Subscription. Three issues of the Komotion sound 
magazine. (Outside the U.S., the subscription is $20, 
please mail money in U.S. funds or international 
money order.) 

Write to us at: 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 

P.O. BOX 41 0502 

SAN FRANCISCO, CA 941 41 -0502 










